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tolerance or pity, from the worldly confusion into which
the small boy had fallen. The blessed inhumanity of books!
he said to himself now. That must be their secret for me.
Yet their inhumanity must not be coldness; it must be a
transcending of the heat of life which still dwells in them
as the heat of the sun may be said to dwell in an oak tree.
And though, just now, I thought that I loved this room
better than the books contained in it, without the books
it would be cold; it would be a tomb. I couldn't walk up
and down, up and down, feeling this silence enclose me
like wings. When I stood still, listening," it would be lone-
liness, not solitude, that enfolded me.
He began to ask himself whether long ago, in some
forgotten dream, he had visited this room, for he seemed
now, not to have come, but to have returned, to it. If he
had dreamed of it, how had the dream continued? Well,
he thought, struggling against an overpowering mood,
dream or no dream, I know how reality will continue; the
Baron will come back with the key—and there is his step!
But van Leyden did not appear, and the force of indefin-
able expectation resumed its sway over Lewis until he
knew that the moment through which he was living was
a gate between a life and a life. Yet he was not unquiet;
rather did he seem to have entered the innermost court of
quietness itself, where, like a stream from the ground, a
fountain of the spirit was rising. He understood that he
would come again and again to this place, and watch the
hours and seasons circle about its walls, and find, if he had
constancy enough, such peace as he might carry always
within him through the world.
Perceiving how much of fate the room held for him,
how suddenly all the dreams of his life had been gathered
together in it to be betrayed or fulfilled, he looked at it
anew as a man will look into the face of the bride to whom
his irretrievable pledge is given. The lofty ceiling, the
prodigious thickness of wall, the long vertical shafts of
light diffusing themselves at the mouths of the embrasures
and throwing upon the inner shelves a pallid, web-like
gleam that might have been the earliest evidence of a new

